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tatives, but Lawrence was absolutely without fear.
He would start gaily off with his swaggering body-
guard of Arab braves, bent not only on getting as
far north as he could in the sea of desert which was
out of reach from the Hejaz causeway, but on com-
ing down either at night or in broad daylight to
the causeway itself and blowing up a bridge or a
train. Not content with this, he would even cross
over into the more predominantly Turkish area on
the west of the line, if he thought there was a chance
either of gaining fresh adherents to FeisaPs cause or
of doing some damage to the enemy. Accompanied
by Lieutenant Woods he had already been within
an ace of blowing up the Tel ash Shahab bridge
some months before. They were actually on the
bridge, and waiting for the body-guard to bring
along the explosive, when a Turkish sentry took
alarm and fired blindly into the night. The men
who were carrying the charges took fright and
bolted, and Lawrence and his companion had to
come away. He now proposed to try again—alone
this time. If he was successful, or if he found that
he could not manage any of the Yarmuk Valley
bridges, his idea was to go still farther and have a
try for a big bridge between Horns and Hama, more
than a hundred miles north of Damascus.
One of the attractions of working with the Arab
forces was the absence of any cut-and-dried pro-
gramme. An idea would come to some officer,
British or Arab, and if it seemed to offer any chance
of success, one or more of the motley collection of
improvised units would be commandeered and sent
off to see what could be done. The force might be
wholly British, wholly Arab, or mixed, but Lawrence
was of course a law unto himself. He flitted back-

